No more camper in the country,
The fresh and free air physic sound.
Nor perambulate the pantry,
Among purveyance spread around,

Come and live with me, my dear,
Ogle we all the pleasure,

Surpises no more, dear, come and see,
All the pleasures at wink with me,
No need to turn Atora guide,
To cook delicious Danish dish.

Nor knorr cubes on a fine plate lied,
And Sanotozen wine brandish,

No need in cushion balcony,

To listen dialogue emotion.

Nor stand in boredom queue lengthy,

To watch gruesome cine-vision,

Climps up no more to resort.
To diverse laborious routine.
Gaze no more for sublime effort,
To crack them in our brain rotten,

Nor in Siberia to bone bite,
Nor in Leeds to humidity felt
Nor in London to downward fog fight,
Nor in tropical to Congo sweat,

Nor in Chirapunji
Unintrepted rain.
No walk to Walt Dishney,
To childhood again,